Made blind, so that thou might'st

from them have gone,
Good Lord! deliver us; and teach us when
We may not, and we may, blind unjust men.

Through thy submitting all to blows

Thy face, thy robes to spoil, thy fame to scorn

All ways which rage or justice knows                     }

And by which thou couldst shew that thou was born;

And through thy gallant humbleness, ,

Which thou in death didst shew,

Dying before thy soul they could express,

Deliver us from death, by dying so

To this world, e'er this world do bid us go.

When senses, which thy soldiers are,

We arm against thee, and they fight for sin;

When Want, sent but to tame, doth war,

And work Despair a breach to enter in;

When Plenty, God's image and seal,

Makes us idolatrous,

And love it, not him, whom it should reveal;

When we are mov'd to seem religious,

Only to vent wit, Lord! deliver us.